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startled, at the ironwork gate.   The Sikhs saluted, gravely
asked for arms, let them pass.

Americans, Armenians, Greeks, Syrians, Swiss poured in.
Cypriots and Jews, Portuguese and Sudanese, Egyptians
and Somalis : it was like Pentecost, all of them praising
the wonderful works of Barton. There were French and
Germans who did not wish to go to their own Legations.
There were Indians of every creed known to Abyssinia,
Hindus, Sikhs, Muslims, Bohras, Parsees and Goan
Christians. All the revisionist powers were represented, bar
Italy. Here a Turk prowled, there a Jamaican. Latvia
was not forgotten.

As each arrived, he was registered and given a coloured
ticket, for the big paddock behind Patrick Roberts' bungalow
had been divided into camping areas, separating those
who might otherwise clash on account of colour, creed,
diet or matrimonial prejudice. All their firearms were taken
away, and as old Stordy, the Quartermaster, put it:
" scrupulous care in searching everyone entering the grounds
had to be exercised, for even beneath the voluminous skirts
of the Greek clergy automatic pistols and pouches of
ammunition were to be found."

The Sikhs lifted up the voluminous skirts at the gates to
look.

We found a fair amount of good European dum-dum.
The arms were stored with the Quarter Guard, and we
used to loot them whenever we wanted to go into the
town.

The British Red Cross, it was said, were doing wonders
there. After lunch we sallied out in Melly's car.

It was on April 30 that the British Red Cross Unit, which
had last been in action when it rescued the Dutch Red Cross
beyond Tarmaber, decided that it would give up field work.
The Abyssinian armies in the north were broken and footing
it wearily for the capital. Some were coming in from Fiche,
where the Emperor's men lay, but most were of the armies
of Bidwoded Makonnen of Wallega and Dedjazmatch
Moshesha of Kambata, and their line of retreat was along
thg caravan track from Warra Hailu. I had met them before
at Dessye.

Quiet, orderly, tired as they struggled along, they became